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I climbed up the Black Rock with Sudan in the bright
sunshine until shouts from below told us food was
ready. They had cooked the remainder of the gazelle
with three tins of beef sausage which I had given them.
Sudan taught me to eat in the Howeitat manner, which
consisted in making a great masticating noise and suck-
ing one's tea as a horse drinks water. I imitated
Sudan's style of eating precisely, which pleased the
gindis, but I thought the civilian looked rather dis-
approving. When we could eat no more we packed up
to go. I noticed the three tins were unburied; they were
glaring eyesores in the clean desert.

"Oh, the bedouin leave things lying about/'

"That's why they have so many flies round their
camps," I said firmly, and buried the tins.

As we crossed the mud flats east of Jafer, a mirage
made the peak of Tuweiyil Shihaq seem to spring from
a vast sea. Sudan was obviously worried about the
next day's trip.

"You can't go by car.   It must be by camel."

"Of course."

"You must say to Khalaf Effendi, ' I want Sudan for
my guide/ "

"All right."

" I know the country by Mudawwara."

"All right."

Later that evening he came to me almost in tears.

" Auda says he is going."

"Perhaps he is."

" But you promised I should go."

The tears started to his eyes.

" I'll go and see Khalaf Effendi."

Presently I returned.

" It's all right.   You're going."